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Author's Notes: 


Inspired by Dave's reading of Twas The Night Before Christmas, heard here: 


htps://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Lc_n-nl0saA 


On yet another hectic day, Christmas Eve, | was sitting at the kitchen counter, watching Dave scurry back and 
forth, throwing things in his pockets, thinking about how we barely knew each other anymore. | had started to 
move some of my things back into the Topanga house and he didn't even notice. | started sleeping in one of the 
guest rooms and he didn't even ask why. 


"Where you off to today?" | asked through a mouthful of cereal. | wanted to know how long he'd be gone, 


gauging how much more stuff | could move out before he got home. 


"The charity reading thing." he mumbled, not bothering to look up from his phone. "Come with me?" He asked, 


finally picking his head up to look at me. 

| thought for a moment. I've got too much to do. But breaking up on Christmas is a terrible thing to do to 
someone, even if he seemed not to notice if | was here or not. | shrugged. "I got nothing going on. You really 
want me to go?" | could see the hopeful twinkle in his eye and it hurt my heart a little 

"Yeah, | do. | think you'll like it." 


"What do you do?" | asked as | slid off the stool and put my cereal bowl in the sink. "Let me just run upstairs 
and put some real clothes on” 


"| read to a bunch of kids. Two minutes, T. You got two minutes, please." 
"Yes, sir!" | called over my shoulder as | bounded up the staircase and into the spare bedroom. 
In the car, he took my hand "Thanks for coming. This means a lot to me.” 


"We've been a little busy lately, huh?" | weakly said. Little did he know | was making plans to get out. We'd 


grown stale. | was withering away and he hadn't noticed me in forever. 
He nodded. "Just a little." 


Dave pulled the sedan into the lot at the Westside Children's Home in downtown Los Angeles. He picked up his 
book and smiled at me. "Ready?" 


He reached for my hand as we crossed the lot. We entered the center and were warmly greeted by the staff 
in their ugly Christmas sweaters, jingle bell earrings, and Santa Claus hats. We were both given Santa hats of 
our own to wear. Dave's had his name on it in red glitter. Mine had nothing on it. 

"It was a last minute decision for me to come. | wanted to check out what you got going on down here." | gave 
a fake smile and pulled my hat on. | could see Dave looking at me with the stupid, ridiculous, sappy look he 


always used to give me. 


The kids were all waiting for him. They were all done with their Christmas cookies and milk. Some of the 


younger ones were curled up on mats while the older ones were playing, talking to each other, coloring in books. 
"Hi, kids!" Dave turned on his sickeningly sweet charm as soon as he walked into the room. 


Most of them yelled and clapped when he walked up to the big chair that was sitting at front of the room. | 
tried to quietly sit at a desk in the back of the room but | felt a million tiny, little eyes on me. 


"Who are you?" A little girl asked from the middle of the room. 


"Who am 1?" | grinned. "I'm Taylor. Who are you?" 
"April" She barked and then giggled. 
"April, he's going to read a story. Turn around and listen to that guy." | told her, pointing at Dave. 


When she actually listened to me, | pulled one knee up against my chest and wrapped my arms around it, 


intending on listening to Dave read. | heard a little sniffle or whimper or something. 


"All right, seeing as ¡Fs Christmas Eve and | bet you're all ready for Santa to come, l'm going to read Twas 
The Night Before Christmas." Dave was speaking as he pulled his reading glasses from his pocket. 


| heard the sniffle again. Sliding to my feet, | rounded the desk and pulled out the chair. There was a little pair 
of feet under the desk. | squatted down and found that the feet belonged to a tiny kid. A tiny, crying kid. Great. 


"Hey, what are you doing under here?" 

The kid turned and pushed his face into the corner. 

"What's your name? I'm Taylor." 

He sniffled and cried some more. 

"Why are you crying?" 

No response. | could hear Dave's voice. 

"Why don't you come out and listen to the story?" 

"the stockings were hung by the Chimney with care." 

| reached in and touched the little boy's arm. He flinched and yanked it away. 

"You leave me no choice then" And | folded up my legs and scooted under the desk. 
He turned around and looked at me, surprised at first, and then angry. "Get out of here." He hissed. 
"Only if you come with me." 

| could hear a hesitation in Dave's voice, "And Mama in her ‘kerchief, and | in my cap.." 


"ll let you wear my hat." | offered. 


He held his hand out. 

"Nope, you have to come out first. And tell me your name" 

The little boy rolled his eyes and sighed 

"Come on" | climbed out from under the desk and stood, giving him my hand 

He couldnt be more than five or six years old. He was tiny, short and thin. “Al 


"That's your name? Ali?" 


He nodded. | pulled the hat off my head and put it on his. Sitting back on the desk, | pulled the kid up alongside 


of me. 


Dave glanced up from his book and smiled at me. My heart rate picked up a little a bit. "/ knew in a moment it 


must be Saint Nick." 


His voice was so quiet and sweet. It had such an earnest, rich tone to it. | crossed my legs in front of me, 
leaning back, paying attention to Dave, watching he way his lips moved, listening to his voice. After a moment, 
Ali climbed into my lap and leaned against my chest. | couldn't swallow around the lump in my throat. This man 
had the power to sooth with merely his voice. | was falling for him all over again, remembering all the reasons 
| fell in love with him in the first place. While | hung onto every soft, sweet word he uttered, Ali gave a yawn 
and snuggled into my chest. Whether it was Dave's words, his voice, my softened heart, | don't know, but | 


gently wrapped an arm around the child and cradled him. 


"Happy Christmas fo all, and fo all a good night." He closed the book with a soft smile on his lips, gazing down at 
all the children as they clapped for him. 


Ali whimpered and snuggled deeper as if trying to get away from the noise around him. One of the staff 
members quietly approached and made a motion to take Ali. 


| smiled and shook my head. "He's fine. It's okay" 

Dave made his way through the children and smiled at me. "Made a friend?" 

"Ali! 

"Raul." The woman said. "His given name is Raul but one of the other, older boys nicknamed him, "Raulito. Little 
Raul. So it got shortened to Ali. He's, uh, new to us, bless him, and he's had a tough time with it. You know, 


some of the other kids who've been here longer can be tough on the new ones." She gently stroked his hair. 


"Really seems taken with you, though." 


"Why's he here?" | wasn't sure | wanted to know. 


She smiled. "| wish | could tell you." She slid one arm under his little legs and her other arm curled around his 


back. She lifted him from my lap and cradled him close. "Thank you both very much for coming down! 


As Santa was making his appearance, Dave and | made our exit. As he drove us home, | was lost in thought. If | 
hadn't come with him today, if | hadn't heard his gentle voice, if that sweet little boy hadn't warmed my 
frozen heart, I'd still be planning on leaving this man beside me. But | loved this man. | invested half my life in 
him. So our relationship got boring and mundane. So there were moments when we were more like best friends 
or roommates than red hot lovers. We built a life together and he still had to power to make me melt. | could 


fix the boring and mundane and what's so bad about having a best friend? 


Inside the house, he dropped the book and his keys on the counter. | followed and looked around. It was 
Christmas Eve but you'd never know it, looking at this house. 


"We should get a tree" | suggested. 

Dave turned and looked at me. 

"And we should make dinner and decorate the tree together.” 
| swear | saw him blink back tears. "Are you sure, T?" 


"Yeah. Yeah, | think | am." 


We found a gorgeous, seven foot tall tree, then stopped at the supermarket and picked up everything we 
needed for a Christmas Eve feast. With the small turkey in the oven, we set to work decorating the tree and 
the rest of the house. It was amazing to watch Dave come to life. He was that loud, larger-than-life man | fell 
for again. And he was infectious because | found myself acting goofy and happy again, too. Once the tree was 
done, we shut off all the other lights except for in the kitchen. The fairy lights in the tree and around the 
windows and mantle gave off a soft, warm glow. The lights were left off as we sat at the set table to eat 


dinner. Dave opened a bottle of red wine, something he hardly ever did. 


| have to admit something to you, Taylor." He began as he stared at the wine swirling in his glass. "I don't 
have a gift for you." 


"| don't have one for you, either." There was a deep sorrow in my heart that caused my cheeks to flush and 


my eyes to drift to my hands, which now hid in my lap. 


"| know you were moving your things out. | know you want to leave. | mean, you don't even sleep in our bed, 
anymore. Maybe, maybe we shouldn't have gone through all of this." He waved a hand at the dinner that sat in 
front of us. 


Finding courage and reaching out, | wrapped my fingers around his hand. "It was a stupid, fleeting thought. We 
fell into a routine and got a little boring and I'm stupid. Dave, you're everything to me and | love you and I'm 
not going anywhere. That being said, it couldn't hurt to liven things up a little. Remember to make time for 
each other. | neglected you as much you did me. We can make things right, D. I'm not going to run away." 


His eyes closed and | could tell he was holding his breath. He chewed on his bottom lip for the longest time 
before he gave a nod. "That's all the Christmas gift | need" 


We were quiet as we cleaned up the dishes together. | caught him looking at me a couple times. He caught me 


taking peeks at him. It was like we were awkward teenagers or something. | couldn't stop giggling. 
"What?" 


"ls just funny. We're acting like fucking idiots." | finally said, drying my hands and then turning to lean my back 


against the counter. 


Dave gave a little smirk as he moved to stand in front of me. His hands circled my hips and he pulled me 
against him. | kept my hands planted against the edge of the counter. Our eyes met and, in his, | saw regret 
and heartache. Then they dropped from my gaze. He was staring at something lower. My mouth, maybe? 
Those deep, soulful, chocolate eyes flicked back up to mine and | got it. He was thinking he had to ask my 
permission to kiss me. Fool. | pulled one hand from the counter and slid it into his hair, cupping the back of his 
head and pulling him toward me. | did what he wanted and couldn't ask for. | kissed him. Something neither of us 
did for a really long time. With my other hand still gripping the granite counter behind me, | offered him my 
open mouth, waiting for that long tongue | adored so much, wanting it plunged into my mouth where | could 
taste it. Finally, | felt the soft warm tip of his tongue flick against my top lip and then Dave sealed his mouth 
against mine and his tongue was in my mouth, sliding against my tongue, flicking at my teeth. A low grunt 
erupted in my throat when he lifted me and sat me on the counter. Then his mouth moved down to my neck 


and | dropped my head back, both hands now tangled in his hair. 
"Fuck, D. What the fuck happened? Why'd we stop this?" 
"| don't know. | don't fucking know." 


| clung to him with my arms around his neck as he yanked my pants off, literally lifting my ass off the 
counter. His head was immediately in my lap then, sucking and licking at me like he was starving. | pulled a heel 
up, onto the counter and thrust my hips, sending my cock deeper into his mouth. Oh, that fucking mouth of 
his, that hot, wet mouth that could suck start a lawn mower. God, | needed to come. Sure, | jerked off here 
and there since we stopped having sex but it definitely was not the same thing. But | knew, from many years 
of experience, that D would not allow me to come like this. Nope, definitely not yet. So | took it while | could get 
it, one hand now moving behind me to brace myself against the cabinet. The noises that came from my own 
mouth were so foreign to me. So desperate, so needy, | pleaded with him through grunts and whimpers and 
screams behind gritted teeth. And, way, way too soon, he moved his mouth down, below my balls, licking my 
tight ass. | was dizzy when he pulled me off the counter, spun me around and entered me. 


My scream was ear-piercing but my body acted totally independently when | pushed back against him. A hand 
made its way around my body and gripped my throbbing cock. That large, callused hand stroked against my 
smooth, hypersensitive skin and | bucked and howled, my orgasm ripping through my body quite abruptly. It 
began deep in the pit of my stomach and coursed through my veins at the speed of light. | screamed his name 
so fucking loud, the windows rattled and my come splattered into his hand and onto the stainless steel front of 
the dishwasher. My bones turned to jello and all | wanted to do was pass out but he continued to slam into me, 
hissing and gnashing his teeth against my ear. His arms around me and his body pinning me against the counter 


top were the only things holding me up. 

"Come. Fucking come, D, please." | muttered. 

"Love you so fucking much." He growled in a low, deep voice that made me swoon. Then his body went rigid 
against my back and | could feel his dick throbbing inside of me, emptying into me. With a bit of a gasp, he slid 
out of me and we both crumbled to the floor. Immediately, he pulled me into his arms and held me close, 
stroking my hair. 

We left all the Christmas lights on as, hand in hand, we wearily climbed the stairs. After a shower, | stood at 
the foot of the bed | hadn't slept in for a long time. | was frozen. Something prevented me from climb into it 
with Dave. 

"What is it, T? You okay?" 


"Hold that thought." And | was out the door and down the stairs, into the kitchen. | found that book and 
brought it back up to the bedroom. | held it out as | approached D in the bed. 


"What?" 

"Read it again?" 

"Just for you?" 

With a smile, | nodded. 

"Come here." He smiled, reaching for the pair of glasses on the bedside table. 

Curled against his chest, he held me in one arm and one side of the book with the other hand. | held the other 
side open and turned the pages. With my head against his chest, his voice resonated deep and | was on the 
verge of tears. One did slid down the side of my face, wetting his warm, smooth skin. He paused, glancing at 


me. 


"Happy Christmas to all, and fo all a good night." His voice was barely a whisper, lips brushing over my forehead. 


